Poems, 

Tell me thou lov’fl efe-where 5 but In my fight* 

Deare heart forbeare to glance thine eye afide. 

What needft thou wound with cunning when thy might 
Is more than my ore-preft defence can bide? 

Let me excufe thee, ahmylove well knowes* 

Her prettie lookes have beene my ebonies. 

And therefore front my face fiie turnes my foes. 

That they elfe where might dart their injuries. 

Yet doe not fo , but fmee 1 am neerc flaine. 

Kill me out-right with lookes, and rid my paine. 

Be wife as thou art crueli, doe not prefle 
My tongue- tide patience with too much difdaine : 

Lead forrow lend me words and words exprefle. 

The manner of my piety wanting paine. 

If I might teach thee wit better it were, 

V Though not to love, yet love to tell me fo, 

I As teftie lick-men when their deaths be neere, 
f Nonewes but health from their Philiiions know, 
i For if I Ihould difpairc l (hould grow madde, 

1 And in my madnefle might fpeake ill of thee, 
jj How this ill wrefting world is growne fo bad, 

StMad flanckters by madde eares belecved be. 
f That I may not be fo, nor thou be-lide, (m 

Beare thine eyes ftraight, though thy proud heart g* 



Poems, 

jrt'tis my heart that loves what they difpife, 

\Vho in defpight of view ispleafd to dote, 
florare mine eares with thy tongues tune delighted ^ 
>Jor tender feeling to bafe touches prone, 
jj or taftc, nor fmell, defire to be invited 
•yoany fenfuall feaft with the alone : 

But my five wits, nor say five fenfes can 
pifwadc one foolifii heart from ferving thee. 

Who leaves unfwai’d the likenefle of a man, 
py proud hearts Have and va flail wretch to bt : 
Onely my plague thus farre I count my gaipe, 

That (he chat makes me finne, awards me paine. 
Love is my finne, and my deare vertue hate. 

Hate of my finne, grounded on finfnll loving, 

0 but with mine, compare thou thine ownc ftatc. 
And thou lhaltfinde it merits not reprooving. 

Or if it doe, not from thofelips of thine, 

That have prop han’d their fcarlet ornaments. 

And feal’d falfe bonds of love as oft as mine, 

Rob’d others beds reveneues of their rents. 

Be it Iawfull I love thee, as thou lov’ft thofc. 

Whom thine eyes woe as mine importune thee, 

Roote piety in thy heart that when it grow es, 

Thv pitty may deferve to pitted be. 

If thou dofl feeke to have what thou doft hide. 

By felfc example mai’ft thou be denide. 
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A Pretejiathff. 

I N faith I doe not love thee with mine eyes, 
For they ig thee a thoufand errors note, 


Ak ABufion . 

T Oe as a cSrefiill hufwife runnes to catch. 

. One of herfeathered creatures broke away, 
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